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Etfh Mom —.—duriſimo tempore anni, altiſſima nive iter imte- 
diebat; tamen diſcuſſa nive ſex in altudinem pedum, atque 
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PREFACE. 


HE following Lines were deſign'd as a kind 
of Poetical Journal, wherein the Author owns to 
have taken a very ſenſible Pleaſure, not as an Author 
only, but as an Enghſhman, by thus purſuing a Train 
of Events, the moſt ſtriking in themſelves, and the 
molt intereſting to this Country. They were written 


for the moſt part at the ſeveral times the Actions 
paſs'd, and partook in a meer literal ſenſe only, of 


their Rapidity ; the Tranſcript affecting in theſe 


reſpects, at leaſt of Expedition and Diſpatch, to 
reſemble the Original. 


As to the publiſhing ſo rude a Sketch, if any 
vain Thoughts of this kind aroſe, they were ſoon 
ſuppreſs'd from two principal Conſiderations. The 
firſt, becauſe it could not but appear greatly unworthy 
of the Hero it preſum'd to celebrate. "The ſecond, leſt, 
by the bare Recital of Circumſtances, it might from 
to carry ſomething ungenerous in it with regard to 
the Wretched. In this reſpect it would be ſure to 


offend againſt the Sentiments of the higheſt Perſonages 


of this Nation ; in the other, it could have but little 
chance for pleaſing even the loweſt. 


But 


TY 


But the Diſaffected Party will ſcarce let the Matter 
reſt thus. The Compliment paid them of Silence is 
al and oddly return d. They appear forward to 

upon the Subject, as if entirely in their Favour : 
They inſiſt upon a Triumph on heir Side after the 
Battle of Culloadon; and will needs call the Royal 
Army to account for gaining the Victory. As to 
the Blood ſpilt upon that Occaſion, they can readily 
acquit their Friends of it, by gravely aſſuring us, 
the Pretender would have been glad to come in with- 
out ſtriking a Stroke, if he had been futter'd. How- 
ever, in caſe of a Battle, it was not expected the 
King's Troops would have been in earneſt; and in- 
deed fo uncommonly cruel, as to kill any of the 
Rebels in the Field; or that others taken Priſoners 
would be brought to public Juſtice, meerly tor being 
found in open Arms, and fighting againſt their King 
and Country. 


Such Talk might be diverting, was it to go no 
farther. But if ever there appears a groſs Pre- 
ſumption, of preſcribing in any ihape to "the well- 
known Clemency of our truly gracious Sovereign ; or 
to the Conduct of that renown'd Prince of the Blood, 
to whom the Royal Sword is ſo happily delegate : 
Then the Affair grows ſerious, cr rather fires the Ima- 
gination; then it becomes our Duty, as well as our 


Pride and Glory, to boaſt aloud------ 


hat we have a King reigning, who has ever been 
citcen'd to hold the firſt Rank among Crown'd Heads, 
even for his internal Greatneſs ; for all that Nobleneſs 
of Nature, that Princely Elevation of Mind, fo re- 
quiſite to give a true Luſtre to the brighteſt 8 
That He was born brave, confequently mercitul and 
magnanimous; a proſtrate Foe being the only one He 
cannot 


„ 


cannot behold: To ſay all, that no ong Monarch 
appears to have ſway'd the Britiſb Scepter, leſs dif- 
pos'd to make its Weight felt by the ay Suhject, 
A divine Principle! and gentle as it is, muſt at t 
ſame time prove the wiſeſt Foundation, the ſtr 
Pillar for ſupporting the Throne of theſe amine 


in 


That the ſame benign Diſpoſition ſhines bright 
every Branch of the Royal F — not to enlarge os 


upon that great Part of it, wherein the Public are 
more particularly concern'd ; ſo as to afford us the 
faireſt Proſpect of a long-continued Race of generous 
Princes, ſuch as may render the Succeſſion of the Houſe 
of Hanover the moſt conſpicuous, the molt belov'd 


Era in the Engliſh Story. 


That the Royal Hero now at the Head of our 
Armies, whom He ſo greatly animates as well as 
commands, appearing early in the Field, and admur'd 
as he was even by the Enemy for all that Fire and 
Intrepidity natural to Him from his Anceſtors ; was 
not leſs ſo for Virtues equally hereditary and heroic, 
for Humanity, Tenderneſs, and Compaſſion toward 
the Diſtreſs d; "Thoſe particularly, whom their own 
Valour as well as His had contributed to make fo. 
That as He is likely to become famous in the World 
as one of 1ts greateſt Captains, ſo 1s he already be- 
come endear'd to all true Engliſhmen for a late moſt 
memorable Exploit ; for having been the glorious 
Inſtrument of ſaving them from a threat 'ning Revo- 
lution, the moſt dreadful in its Conſequences that can 
ever poſſibly befall this free, flouriſhing, and Pro- 

teſtant Nation. 


(vi) 
How This was effected, with what Spirit, A ſſiduity 
and Judgm 


ent on the Side of our great Commander, 
is deſcrib'd in ſome ſort in the following ſhort Poem : 
which the Author, after correcting the beſt he can, 
preſents to the Public without farther Apology : Ex- 
cept, that he might perhaps have eſteem'd the ſup- 
preſſing it at this time as a kind of negative Treaſon; 
and rather than fail in any one Point of appearing a 
Subject, ſubmits to one of the ſevereſt Cenſures, 
that of being call'd a bad Poet. 


— 


THE 


THE 


WINTER CAMPAIGN: 


A POEM. 


IWEET as it is to view our Dangers paſt, | 

8 Sing, Muſe, this Winter, what we fear d the laſt. | 

Then each true Briton ſnatch'd his ruſted Spear, 

And follow'd William ruſhing to the War: 

Now fav'd by Him, ſhould all the tuneful Throng 
Alike aſſociate in the grateful Song. 

The Gaul revengeful on the Belgian Strand 

Saw his proud Conqueſts check'd by William's Hand. 

Midit the gay Hopes unnumber'd Legions yield, 

penſive he dwells on Tournay's dear-bought Field: 

There 


„ 


There a new Brunſwick, freſh in blooming Years, 


| Crown'd with the Warrior's various Praiſe appears; 


Eager for Fight, he pants in ev'ry Vein, 

Now fiercely charges thro' the ſmoaking Plain; 
Now leads ſerene his firm unbroken Band 

| Ofer fenceleſs States, and faves a deſtin'd Land. 


New Plans of Battle Saxe and Tencin form'd : 
William muſt be mov d, ere Bruſſels can be ſtorm'd. 
But when the Foe, in lurking Treaſon's Dreſs, 
| Stole like a Thief to rob Britannia's Peace 


Again what Flames i in Pilliam's Boſom riſe, 
Fluſh his warm Cheek, and ſparkle in his Eyes ! 


He heard, he flew, the treach'rous Band he meets--- 


Ah! no, as quick the treach'rous Band retreats. 
The Mule half-giddy, ſcarce the Progreſs ſees, 
| Where Rapine mark'd heir Way, and Conqueſt His. 
Gladly ſhe ſtops, where Cliſton's Walls extend, 
And to the breathleſs Crew a Reſpite lend 

| "Midſt the dark Moor. Nor Moor, nor Wall avails; 


| Almoſt alone, o'er Thouſands he prevail: 


Advancing Troops of their mockt Toll complain d; 
E're nt the Leader's join'd, the Battle's gain'd. 


| Sp Chas'd 
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1 
Chas'd by new Fears, the Rebel faſter runs, 
Nor more his Faulchion ſhews to Southern Suns. 
Spread is his chequer'd Mantle to the Wind; 
So ſwift the Flight, ev'n William's left behind. 
Nor yet to Reſt He yields his wearied Side; 
Reſt giv'n to others, to himſelf deny'd. 


Egregious Chief! proud only to retain 
In ſleepleſs Nights his Privilege of Pain. 


Sure tis ſome Genius whiſpers to prepare, 

To prove e're long the rougheſt Scenes of War; 
To court rude Hardſhips, daily Dangers try, 
Thence Fate itſelf, or Scotias Climes defy. 

"T was there we felt our Leader quick convey'd. 

Oh! where before was Engliſh Courage fled? 

It ſeem'd, as by ſome ſtrange compreſſive Art, 

All, all was crouded into William's Heart. 

Well: truſted here! He pours the gen'rous Stream, 
And each true Briton lives again in Him. 

What, tho' on Falkirt's Plain the turning Foe, 
Like the falſe Parthian, aim'd a backward Blow? 
William's the Word----on drives the frighted Hoſt, 
Strides o'er mid Seas, and darkens half the Coaſt. — | 
C Back | 


66 


Back to their Ans the ling'ring Fight they bear; 
And leagu'd with Clouds, would combat in the Air. 


How ſhall the Muſe with her bold Hero go, | 
Unchill'd, undaunted thro? eternal Snow ? 


How in the frozen March like William's Boſom glow ? | 


Witneſs, whom Nature to theſe Regions gave, 


To form choice Patterns of the Strong and Brave, 
What new Diſtreſs thoſe rigid Plains put on ! 

And what new Valour too in William ſhon ! 

The boldeſt Scot, to painful Virtue train'd, 

Scarce at His Side the mighty Tall ſuſtain'd: 

In native Labours by his Prince out-done, 

He doubly loves, and claims him for his own. 


Yet who thoſe Labours without Pain could hear ? 


Who ſees Him fearleſs, but the more muſt fear ? 
Anx1ous o'er new deſcriptive Charts we pore, 
And William's Dangers but too well explore. 
Here ſunleſs Valleys gape, there Mountains nod; 
Shun, ſhun, we cry, Glen-Aumond's treach'rous Road: 
Rough Miſchiefs here lie hid in ſmootheſt Strains, 
In Aberfaldie's Grove, or ſweet Datwhimie's Plains. 


Scarce 


„ 
Scarce could we truſt the gently- flowing Tay; 


But oh] we trembled at the melting Spey. 

Yet nor the Spey, big with unuſual Tide, 

Nor Hills, nor Dales deceive the matchleſs Guide. 
The ſame, whoſe Prudence ev'ry Want ſupplies, 
And in the Deſart-Camp bids Plenty riſe, 


Now o'er the trackleſs Wilds extends his Care; 


And ev'ry way impells the well-compaCted War. 


As when perchance ſome Savage of the Wood, 
By furious Hunger urg'd, or Thirſt of Blood, 


From the thick Foreſts breaks; the trembling Swains 
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Mourn their thin Flocks, and half-unpeopled Plains: 
Then with his youthful Train ſome Hunter flies, N 


Now ſweeps the Open, now the Covert tries; > 


The long- ſtretch'd winding Chace o'er half > King: | 
| | dom _ 


Or as ſome Artiſt, for the finny Prey ; 


Spreads his wide Net along the ſhelving Bay ; 


Silent he ſtands, and firſt on ev'ry Side 

Obſerves the Winds, and marks the ſhifting Tide; 
Then dextrous draws, nor flow, nor yet too faſt, + - 
The floating Priſon thro” the liquid Waſte; _ 4 


And now the leſs'ning Circle he ſurveys, 


While plunging Monſters daſh the foaming Seas. 


= 
So William moves, He gains upon the Foe ; 
And Cullados records the well-ftruck Blow. 
Weak the broad Target o'er the Traytor ſpread, 1 
Vain the long Blade that flames around his Head ; | 
Thrice he eſſay d to ſtrike, and thrice from WY, Hliam | 
But yonder joins the Fight; the ritiſb Band 
In firm Array with wonted Courage ſtand: 
And now obſervant of their Leader's Word 
Awhule they wait, and mock the diſtant Sword ; 
Then near at Hand the two-fold Charge they ſend, 
And Flames and level'd Spears in mingled Volleys blend. 
What Numbers fell, what Troops of Rebels ſlain, | 
With guilty Carnage ſtrew'd the purple Plain! | 
b 


Sad Satisfaction for one virtuous Man! 

| Yet thou, great Gardner, and ye gallant Band, 
| (O long renown'd in Britiſb Annals ſtand !) 

Who ſought, in Honour's Cauſe, a glorious Wound, 
And here by Traytors falling bit the Ground 


In Anguiſh for your Country, This receive ; 


Thus Debt, tis fit, your Fellow-Heroes give: 
Whilſt pious Dirges your bleſt Shades purſue, 

| And Mothers, Widows, Orphans weep for You; 
Rebellion 


( i 3 


Rebellion here, pierc'd thro' her thouſand heads, 


A Sacrifice to You and Juſtice bleeds. 
Yon ſilent Stream, that labour'd to convey 

His ſhallow waves unfrozen to the Sea, 

Now warm'd with reeking Gore, and wider grown, \ 

From William's Battles ſhall be better known; | 

And Nairn's low Current ſwells into a Boyn. | 
But fee! from Realms remote beneath the Pole, 

Where Britons Breaſts growcold,and Stars forget to roll, 

Our William comes! conſenting Mountains bow; 

With new-taught I5's ring the Dales below. 

The Whirlwind laid, fair Peace attends his Car, 

Fond Withes watt him, and a Nation's Pray'r. 

He bids us live at Eaſe, and ſtill be Free 

In the wide Scope of Exgliſb Liberty; 

Free, as I hat Rome ſo {ung in ancient Fame; 

Free from what now is dreaded in the Name : 

From all that blind proud Tyranny deſign'd ; 

From the worſt Chains, Chains that enſlave the Mind. 
O ſtay, auſpicious Prince, awhile receive 

The Sweets of Peace, that You alone could give. 


Anon, 


( T4 ) 


.. Ano, if wild Ambition yet alarms, 
And Fance will yield to none but William's Arms: 


No longer then thoſe eager Steps detain, 
Or Publick Love, or Windfor's flow'ry Plain. 
Windſor, with Edward's blazon'd Deeds renown'd, | 


No bloom anew, with freſher Honours crown'd ; 7 
J 


Lo! in your Royal Tents what recent Victor's found! 
Cover'd with Toils ſcarce Edward knew before, 

Here William reſts, and here prepares for more : 
Yes, at his Sovereign's Call, again He goes 


In wider Fields to meet all Europe's Foes. 


There Creffy's Laurels wait to crown his Brow, 
There all the Hero ſhall immortal grow ; 
Like our's, the World's great Liberties maintain, 


And teach uſurping Kings from GEORGE to reign. 


